CHAPTER 242 


Round 2 


“Ugh, | wonder if | just made a dash for the exit | could find the television back on 
my own.” 


Justin stared out the window, eyes on the school gate as he contemplated risking 
getting lost wherever he was just to find his way back. His skin felt like it was on fire 
where the tooth had ripped through his flesh, leaving blood to pour and pour. And 
there wasn’t a damn thing he could do to stop it while he was here. And on top of it 
all, Teddie was making everyone beat the shit out of each other. Justin was not 
amused to say the least. He sighed before pushing his way away from the window 
sill and trying to force his way down the hallway. Much to his aggravation he hit an 
invisible wall. Again. The hall way was littered with these in what was clearly an 
attempt to herd Justin from point a to point b. Now mind you, Justin would do it just 
to get this all over with and get a band-aid or something; the invisible walls were 
entirely unnecessary. Just tell him where to go and stop wasting his time and 
energy dammit. 


“It would be easier to hold my hands out while | walk than this shit.” Justin groaned, 
pressing his fingers against his bruised nose as he tried to navigate his way around 
the wall. The entire hallway was blocked off, so it would seem that he needed to 
move through one of the classrooms to get around it. Justin got a very bad feeling 
about that; and understandably so as he pushed the door open. He couldn't help 
but groan as he laid eyes on Yu, who seemingly was having trouble getting the door 
to the otherside of aforementioned door open. At least Justin wasn’t the only one 
pissed off about all of this if the scowl on his face as he tried to ram the door was 
any indication. “Yu! Goddamn, please tell me you haven’t lost your mind too.” 


Yu looked up from what he was doing, taking a deep breath as he turned his eyes to 
meet Justin’s, a small grin sweeping across his face. Oh it was so good to see a 
friend given the circumstances. He ran into Yukiko already, but she completely lost 
it. He wasn’t too pleased to say Teddie had done something to make them have to 
fight. Luckily Yukiko wasn’t too hurt when all was said and done, just a little sore, 
but still... Yu kind of felt like the hugest asshole in the world fighting his girlfriend 
like that. He backed away from the door, extending his hand to offer Justin the 
opportunity to try and open the door himself. He didn’t have much success 
unfortunately. “I could ask you the same thing. | uh... take it from the bloody lip you 
had to fight someone too.” 


“Well the bloody lip was actually from falling flat on my face when we got here, but 
yeah. | did.” Justin explained, even though, really, it didn’t matter. What was 
important was he got hurt pretty bad, not how he got hurt. Justin groaned as he 


tried to kick the door open to no such luck. He must have taken a wrong turn 
somewhere. This invisible wall bullshit was just outright confusing. “Teddie’s got a 
lot of nerve pulling this crap.” 


“| don’t know... Doesn’t something sound off about Teddie?” Yu piped up. He 
couldn’t tell if it was just the tone of voice he was using or what was coming out of 
his mouth, but it just didn’t sound like Teddie. Something was definitely rubbing Yu 
wrong about all of this; there was something deeper to this than just some prank 
Teddie decided to pull. Justin simply raised his eyebrow in confusion. 


“What do you mean?” Before Yu could even respond, a loud screeching sound filled 
the room, causing both to crouch in pain as they tried to block their ears. Seemed 

like ‘the General’ had more to say. Or perhaps it was Rise. That was another thing; 
even if this was one of Teddie’s pranks, Rise would never condone this, would she? 


“Fourth-year, class two Justin Tylor! How are things going?” Rise’s voice echoed 
through classroom. Justin was irritated, that’s for sure; would that be a viable 
answer? No, no, not aggressive enough. A more appropriate answer would be ‘fuck 
you and fuck your games.’ Yu folded his arms as he stared up at the intercom, 
clearly not as pleased himself with whatever was going down. “I have a message 
from the General! Your next battle is about to begin, so don’t go anywhere!” 


“Tell ‘the General’ we’re not going to fight. So he can kiss my ass.” Justin shouted 
back at the intercom. Yu was completely within his sane mind; they’d simply refuse 
to fight and that would be that. | mean, if he wanted to keep his ‘ratings’ up, there 
would need to be a fight. Keeping two people trapped in a room with no intention of 
playing his game wasn’t going to help in that matter. There was a crackling sound 
from what sounded like the microphone being shifted around. One would think that 
Teddie and Rise would have separate microphones, but whatever. Cost efficiency. 


“Yeesh, how thick can you be?” The general countered with annoyance. “If you 
don’t keep moving you’re gonna bleed out all over the floor. | wouldn’t go on strike 
for too long.” He mocked Justin, who simply wiped the burning blood from his 
mouth, angered by Teddie’s cockiness. Justin wasn’t going to bleed out anytime 
soon, at least, he didn’t think so. He had that cut on his stomach now so perhaps it 
was possible. But he doubted it. Still he raised somewhat of a point. “C’mon, we’re 
about to get started.” 


“If you want a fight so bad Ted, why don’t you just come down and fight me 
yourself.” Justin spread his arms out in challenging fashion; as if Teddie could really 
see him through the intercom. Was worth trying at the very least | guess. The 
intercom remained silent though; whether because Teddie had nothing to say or 
because he didn’t care though, it was hard to determine. Hopefully he seriously 
considered the proposition so Justin could punch him right in his smug little face. 
There was the slight crackle of music, which Justin assumed was there for the 
viewing audience at home, but otherwise neither Rise or Teddie had anything to 


add. Justin sighed before turning to Yu. “Got a deck of ca... Yu, what the fuck do you 
think you're doing.” 


Yu smirked, hand on the hilt of his blade. Justin was needless to say pretty damn 
alarmed as he removed his blade from his sheath. Now wait just one second, 
fighting was one thing, fighting with a sword was a completely ‘nother. What in the 
hell was going on anyway; Yu was fine literally a second ago, now he already had 
his weapon drawn with intent to shed blood. “Card games? Why would we do that? 
We’ve got a match to fight.” Justin backed away shaking his head. 


“Put your damn sword down. I’m not going to fight.” Justin demanded. He’d forfeit if 
need be, but he was not going up against Yu of all people, especially when he had a 
FUCKING SWORD. That wasn’t fair in the slightest not to mention kind of lethal, 
especially in Justin’s current condition. Yu didn’t seem to budge though, just 
frowning with disappointment instead. 


“Not fighting? What exactly do you think this is Justin?” He remarked with 
annoyance. He had one job, only one job, and he refused to do it? “You think I’m 
just going to put my sword down because we're ‘friends’?” Yu questioned, finger 
quotation marks and all. Justin was simply horrified; what in god’s name was he 
talking about now? Surely he wasn’t trying to imply they weren’t actually friends 
right? Yosuke Justin could understand. They never really got along all that well, so it 
was only half surprising when Yosuke turned out to be a complete asshole. Yu? This 
was a guy Justin trusted with everything. Who was he to say they weren’t friends 
now? Who was he to toy with Justin’s heart, just like all the others before him. 


“Because it’s goddamn madness!” Justin countered. Even if they weren’t best buds 
or something, to draw your sword over a silly completion? This wasn’t like Yu at all, 
something wasn’t right. Justin squinted his eyes a bit as Yu laughed, staring at the 
muscles of his face carefully. There had to be some sort of tell as to why he was 
acting like a huge dick right now; the Yu he knew wouldn’t do this. 


“No, madness is you not doing what you’re told.” Yu countered, glaring at Justin. In 
a way, him insulting Justin like that was a blessing and a cursing at the same time. 
It hurt like all hell to hear this crap coming from Yu’s mouth, but now that Justin 
stared at him closer... His lips weren’t matching what he was saying, like he was 
completely out of synch... Or perhaps as if he were saying one thing and Justin was 
hearing something else... It was just like with Yosuke; that’s why both of them 
seemed to be arguing about something completely different when they snapped 
back to reality. Yu wasn’t saying a damn thing that Justin was hearing. And that was 
a relief, but at the same point, what Justin was hearing was still in Yu’s voice; and 
that was enough to fool his heart. “This is your problem Justin. You think you’re 
entitled to anything because we’re ‘friends.’ We’re not friends, we never were. You 
think | liked having to listen you bitch and moan about your father every goddamn 
week!? The only reason we put up with you was because of the case, but now that 


that’s over you are NOTHING. You don’t get the right to object when | tell you to 
something. You just do it.” 


“And if | don’t?” Justin shouted back after a moment. Yu or not, no one told him 
what to do, and no one put him down like that. The reason he talked about that 
stuff with Yu was simply because he thought he could trust Yu with that crap. If he 
really didn’t want to hear about it, he should have just said so. This... This was 
uncalled for, if not outright hurtful. Yu shook his head before extending his blade, 
pointing the tip of his sword right up to Justin’s face. 


“Then you better be a good dodger.” He smirked before thrusting his sword forward. 
Justin was just able to step out of the way as his sword arm darted forward, 
embedding the steel of his blade into the wall behind him. Holy crap he really was 
trying to stab Justin. Justin got that they were hearing different things, but nothing 
was changing the fact that Yu struck first, with his weapon of all things. What the 
fuck was wrong with him. Justin was frozen in place for a moment before e realized 
Yu's sword was stuck in the wall. He only had one chance. He quickly elbowed Yu in 
the face, causing him to relinquish his grip on the blade and stumble backwards, 
disarming him immediately. 


“Fuck you, Yu. You were like a brother to me and now you're trying to kill me!?” 
Justin lectured him before attempting to kick Yu. Yu was quick to grab his leg and 
twist it in the most excruciatingly painful way one could imagine. Justin screamed 
out in pain as he fell to the ground. Yu watched with indifference as he marched 
around Justin and back to his blade. He almost pittied Justin as he squirmed on the 
floor, reaching out for his blade so he could finish him off. Justin, noticed however, 
and even though his leg was screaming out in pain, he swept out to knock Yu off his 
feet with his leg. Yu hit his hard pretty hard too. The two seizured about on the floor 
for a moment before Justin was able to regain his composure and try to crawl away. 
Yu wasn’t having any of that shit though. He was quick to grab Justin’s ankle and 
pull him back, where he proceeded to try and punch him in the face over and over. 
Justin tried to block the blows with his hand with little to no avail as his head hit the 
floor from the recoil. 


Justin was eventually able to knock Yu off with his knee before crawling out of his 
reach again this time and standing up, blood dripping from his mouth from the 
beating he had just received. Yu soon followed Justin’s lead, getting back up on his 
feet and striking a defensive pose. It was hard to tell at times who the aggressor 
was here, but given that Yu was attacking Justin even when he was in little position 
to defend, and with a weapon no less, it was hard to say that it wasn’t Narukami. 
Justin took a few deep breathes before shouting and charging forward. Yu tried to 
deck him as he approached, but Justin ducked quick enough, sending Yu toppling 
into the wall behind him with the force of his shoulder. Justin quickly capitalized on 
the opening by back handing Yu; hard enough that spittle went spraying from his 


mouth as Justin’s hand hit his cheek. He stumbled, still trying to catch his balance 
before Justin kicked him in the stomach, causing him to bend over in pain. 


Justin was about to lay the coup de grace on Yu, elbowing him in the back of his 
neck and sending him into the floor beneath them, but Yu as it would seem still had 
a second wind in him, hitting the floor himself and rolling away from Justin before he 
could do the damage himself. In turn, Justin toppled to the floor from his lack of 
balance, where Yu was quick to grab him and start wailing on him to the best of his 
ability. It wasn’t the most graceful show of skill as he pounded his fist on Justin’s 
back, but it did suppress him, so it was hard to say Yu wasn’t winning this one. 
Justin folded under the pressure, struggling to get up as blow after blow hit his back. 
And for a moment he had considered just laying down and accepting defeat. But he 
couldn’t, he knew he couldn’t when Yu was trying to stab him in the face. But how 
could he fight back when Yu had him pinned like this. 


There was only one option, something so despicably low and so disgusting that 
Justin was having a hard time deciding if he actually wanted to do it or not. He’d just 
have to swallow his pride given that his life was entirely on the line here. He held 
his breath and bit his bottom lip, or at least the part he hadn’t bit through 
previously... 


And then he headbutt Yu right in the dick. 


He wasn’t too proud of it, but Yu did immediately roll over screaming in pain, so | 
guess it was hard to feel guilty when it worked. Justin took a deep breath as he 
stood up, using the wall to help him balance as he watched Yu rolling around in 
pain. Yeah, he wasn’t getting up from that. “Ooh, a low blow from Justin Tylor of 
Year Four, Class Two” Rise’s voice echoed, a clear sign that this match was getting 
wrapped up. “In any other show that would be grounds for disqualification, but here 
at the P-1 Grand Prix, anything goes. Let’s hear a round of applause for this round’s 
winner!” The crowd went nuts, though it was still impossible to see the crowd, only 
to hear them. Justin wiped the blood from his mouth as the intercom screeched 
once again, cutting off all connection between Rise and Teddie. No smartass 
remarks from ‘the General?’ He must not have been too happy to see Justin win. 
Probably because Justin wouldn’t hesitate to rip his skull out once he found him 
after all this. 


“Please tell me you’re not trying to kill me anymore.” Justin sighed as he let his 
back slide down the wall, down to the ground as he tried to gather his energy again. 
Yu continued to roll around in pain, grasping at his now broken manhood. 


“MY JUNK!? ARE YOU KIDDING ME JUSTIN!?” He shouted over his pain, voice an 
octave or two higher than usual as he tried to deal with the pain that was now 
shooting through his scrotum. Look, he realized this was kind of an all-out brawl 
with no rules, but that was just common decency. Justin sighed with slight relief. He 
was pissed as all fuck, but... | don’t know, it didn’t sound like whatever Teddie had 


been doing was still influencing Yu and manipulating his words. His lips synched up 
and he seemed more baffled than infuriated. If this was the Yu that wanted a fight 
out of Justin he wouldn’t have been so surprised to see him bringing the fight to him 
in any way possible. 


“You were trying to STAB me, come on. Fair’s fair.” 


“Alright, alright, point taken. Motherf...” Yu mumbled to himself. Trying to put his 
sword in Justin’s face was admittedly not cool. But when he was talking shit about 
Yukiko like that, he kind of lost his cool. The blame was all on Yu for that, he’d take 
the credit. Justin simply nodded a bit. 


“So... I’m not the only one that noticed our lips didn’t match what we were saying 
right?” 


“No, | noticed it too.” Yu gasped as he pushed himself up from the ground, holding 
back his screams of pain. He just had to keep sucking it up. “Your lips stopped 
moving before you were finished talking a couple of times. | thought | was going 
crazy at first, but... You think Teddie’s doing that?” Yu questioned with interest. 
Justin rubbed at his chin for a moment. That seemed rather likely, though now they 
had to wonder how he was doing it. 


“Most likely.” 
“Ugh, | don’t even want to know what it sounded like on your end.” 


“...No... No, you don’t.” 


